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	Alabaster

The set of the fantasy film _The Way the Spirits Echoed_ was quiet, for the most part. The director had just yelled for silence and the cameras were up and running. The set had been designed as the bizarre home of an eccentric old man who offered the hero, Oliver Archer, and his best friend, Gawain Coastillon, shelter from a storm. Oliver's actor, a young man with curly auburn hair hanging around his face named Alabaster, ducked through a short doorway, staring around at the strange home. His face was slack with awe, a carefully crafted mask that seemed real, though Alabaster was sure that it was beyond fake to the people best at reading others.

Gawain's actor followed Alabaster, and the sidekick was played by an equally young man named Michael Washington. Michael had very dark, ruffled hair and dark eyes, his face a coppery tan. Like Alabaster, Michael gazed at the surrounding set as though he had never seen it before. The two actors were being shot in a medium close up, the camera close their faces as they exchanged slight grins.

As one of the most progressive films of that day and age, the two main characters were slowly falling in love over the course of the film. The camera slowly backed away from the two actors, and panned into a wide shot. Another camera, this over Alabaster's left shoulder, hovered in an almost ominous manner.

The two actors followed the final actor, Charles Fergusson, deeper into the house. Alabaster dragged a hand over the surface of a table, a bow slung over his shoulders and his clothes stuck to his skin with the (very real) rain that had been poured on them outside of the fake building.

"Come in, come in," Charles croaked out. The three actors had grown to be good friends as the long day had progressed, given that they'd been repeating the same scene since four that morning. Thank goodness for the small mercies, none of them needed all that much make up. "Would you like anything to drink? Perhaps a glass of warm water?"

Michael politely declined, but Alabaster accepted the offered mug. "Thank you," he said politely, his character playing the role of the unbelievably grateful guest. "I can't think of how we might repay you for this offering, but I can assure you that I am prepared to offer a day or so of service in return."

Charles waved him off. "Of course not dear boy, I know where you're off to."

There were more than a few eyebrows raised. "Really?" Michael asked, the scepticism thinly veiled beneath a coat of polite interest. In response, Charles clasped his hands together.

"Indeed I do. You're off to visit the Spirit's Yard."

Alabaster broke in before Michael could speak. "I like him. He knows what's going on." It was an earlier scene in the film, not even reaching the end of the first act, and the two heroes had just begun their journey to the Spirit's Yard, where they would consult the young spirit of a boy with special powers who had been murdered by the assassins of Aurum to prevent their whereabouts from being discovered.

The scene moved forth quickly from, ending with Alabaster and Michael relaxed on a soft couch, each one holding a hot cup of tea as they listened to Charles tell a story. Despite having heard the beginnings of the story a hundred times that day alone, both of the young actors were smiling real smiles when the director called for the scene end.

The woman clapped each actor on their shoulder, exclaiming cheerfully, "Great scene, guys! I think we can call it quits for the day if sound and visual are good. Take five."

Plopping into his chair, Alabaster pulled his phone from a pocket just in time to feel it buzz obscenely, a new text message popping up on the screen. He frowned at the message, before carefully clicking in a four digit password. The message popped up on his screen, displayed as being from an unknown number. Long fingers thumbed a reply after Alabaster read the words on the screen - _is this Alabaster Reid? _A moment later, a new message popped in. _My name is Penelope Garcia, I'm with the FBI. _Alabaster's eyes shot into his hair, and he tapped out another message. The person on the other end soon replied with _You're the emergency contact of one of our agents._

And indeed he was. Younger than him by about nineteen minutes, Dr. Spencer Reid had joined the FBI at an atrociously young age, and had insisted that his highly intelligent older brother be his emergency contact. It made sense, given that Alabaster was a responsible young man and given that neither of their parents were prepared or able to be an emergency contact for either brother.

_I am. What is this about? _Alabaster thumbed, before sending off the message.

There was a long pause before Penelope answered. _Your brother, Dr. Spencer Reid, was kidnapped two days ago._

It was obvious that there was more to the message than that, but Alabster was faster as he thumbed out _And nobody thought to call me?!_

Penelope paused on the other end, and then a message popped up. _He's in good physical condition but we're unsure of his mental state thus far. We are at the Atlanta General Hospital._

Whilst impersonation of an FBI agent was technically illegal, Alabaster had to pause and wonder if this was just some sick joke and whether or not his brother was actually fine. But thinking about it, he hadn't gotten a call or letter from his brother in the past few days, and while he knew that the young agent was often busy with the cases he worked, he also knew that there was no way Spencer would not find time to at least send a quick text message.

Now worried, the young actor sent his brother a text. _Someone claiming to be FBI says that you were kidnapped. Please text me back. I'm worried._

For a minute - that seemed more like a century - the phone was silent before he received a text back. _Dr. Reid is unable to access his phone at this point in time. This is his supervisor, who is this?_

_His brother you nitwit. Where's Spencer._

The person on the other end paused for a long minute, and Alabaster quickly called his brother's number. It rang twice before being picked up, and the voice that answered was most certainly not Spencer's. "This is Agent Hotchner with the FBI, answering on behalf of Dr. Reid." Alabster let out a sigh at the name. Hotchhner - his brother's boss and supervisor, and more notably to Alabster, the man who had kicked the crap out of his little brother during a hostage situation.

"Agent Hotchner, what's happened to my brother?"

"I'm sorry but I don't know who this is. Dr. Read has never mentioned any family aside from his mother." The man sounded stern and calm, like the perfect FBI agent that worked hard to save lives but never once showed an ounce of emotion at the sight of mangled bodies.

Alabster rolled his eyes. "Who do you think he visited after Lila Archer's case? Have your tech people look me up or something. It's Alabaster Reid, my permanent address is in Los Angelas and I'm currently in the city filming a movie." Across the room, the director was waving him over, and Alabaster held up a hand in a way that said _'Not now, I'm busy,'_ before returning to listening intently to the man on the other side. A minute later, Hotchner spoke again.

"Two days ago, Reid was kidnapped by a man named Tobias Hankel. Hankel suffered from dissociative identity disorder and switched to the personalities of his father Charles and the archangel Raphael. For those days, Reid was tortured psychologically and physically while being drugged with dilaudid, or drug store heroine." Hotchner inhaled a shaky breath, the first note of emotion he had allowed throughout the entire conversation. "We were able to pin down his location, but by the time we arrived your brother had killed Hankel in order to save himself. He's currently at Atlanta General Hospital and is asleep, but I'm sure he would appreciate having you here as soon as possible."

"Alright. We just finished up filming for the day. I can be there soon." Alabaster hung up and jogged over to the director; she shot him a nasty glare that soothed slightly when he made his way over.

"What was that about?"

Alabaster was talented at making long stories short, and thus he quickly explained that he would be needing at least a few days off because his brother had been kidnapped and subsequently tortured. Sarah Martingale blinked slowly but shrugged and agreed, saying that they'd film the remaining scenes that Oliver Archer was not in.

Within three hours, Alabaster was buying a ticket into Atlanta, and about seven hours after that arriving at the Atlanta General Hospital, greeted by a stern looking man in a suit, whose frown went far beyond evident. "I'm Agent Hotchner," he announced as he offered a hand to Alabaster. "I presume that you're Dr. Reid's brother."

A bobbing head came as reply as Alabaster slipped past the agent and into the hospital, calling over his shoulder, "Where is he?" The young man carefully avoided any actual contact with the agent, not even glancing over his shoulder as Alabaster made for the group of people that he recognized from a .jpeg image that Spencer had managed to send to him.

His quick glance confirmed the identities of almost all of the people - there was Jennifer Jareau, whom Spencer affectionately called JJ and treated like a best friend or older sister. Derek Morgan was large and imposing, but with his fingers twiddling in his lap he looked younger and less imposing. Jason Gideon was the only one Alabaster had met in person, and whilst he knew that the man wanted the best for his brother Alabaster had never taken to him. There was a large woman dressed in happy colours that didn't match her tear-streaked makeup, whose name Alabaster couldn't quite recall, and a black-haired woman that he was sure he had never seen before.

"Where's my brother," he greeted the group and each one glanced up. There were a series of confused glances and mutterings, which Alabaster normally appreciated but not on that particular day.

JJ stood, hovering a hand over Alabaster's shoulder and guiding him a few feet away. "He's asleep right now. We're waiting to be able to see him, but for now there's not much we can do. I promise that you can see him as soon as the rest of us can as well." Her voice was calming, and Alabaster understood why she made such an excellent media liaison.

About an hour later, Alabaster slipped into the semi-quiet hospital room. His brother, all auburn hair and bright eyes and chirping voice, lay in the bed with his eyes just barely open. The insistent beeping of the heart monitor was infuriating, but Alabaster did his best to ignore it as he made his way to Spencer's side. Carefully, he took one of Spencer's thin but gun-calloused hands into his own.

"Hey Spence," he said, and Spencer squeezed his hand back, head lolling to the side to look at Alabaster. "How are you feeling?" He knew the answer, of course. Exhausted, in pain, drugged up and in need of Jell-O, but he didn't say that.

As though his throat hurt too much to speak, Spencer squeezed a message onto Alabaster's hand in Morse code. _'Jell-O?'_

Alabaster laughed, squeezing Spencer's hand back gently. "I'll get you that. Just as soon as you actually feel up to it. Spencer fake glared back, and even though his twin was exhausted, Alabaster was quite sure Spencer wasn't quite ready to slip back to sleep.

* * *

><p><strong>I may or may not write more of this, I'm not really sure yet. I really want Alabaster ending up semi-famous after he finishes up this movie and then Spencer getting recognized on the streets during cases and stuff. I feel like it would be really cute and all of that.<strong>


End file.
